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SYNOPSIS.

lfrancola Ucaupro, a peasant babe of
flirco years, after an amuiing incident In
Which Marshal New figures. Is made a
Chevalier of Franco by the Emperor n,

who prophesied that the boy
ftilcht ono day bo a marshal of France- antler another Ilonaparte. At tho ago of
ten Francois visits General Daron aas-Jm- rd

Qourgaud. who with Allxo. his
soven-year-ol- d (laughter, lives at the
Chateau. A soldier of tho Empire under
Napoleon he fires the boy's Imagination
with stories of his campaigns. Tho gen-
eral offers Francois a homo at tho Cha-
teau. Tho boy refuses to leavo his pa-
rents, but In the end becomes a copyist
for tho general und learns of the friend-
ship betweon the Rcnoral and Marquis
Zappl, who campaigned with tho general
under Napoleon. Marquis Zappl and his
eon. I'ietro. arrlvo at tho Chateau. Tho
general agrees to care for the Marquis
son while tho former goes to America.
The Marquis before leaving for America
naked Francois to bo a friend of his son.
Tho boy solemnly promises. Francois
goes to the Chateau to live. Marquis
Zappl dies leaving Plotro as a word of
the general. Allxe, Plotro and Francois
meet a strange boy who proves to be
Prince Louis Nupoleon. Francois saves
his life. Tho general dlscovors Francois
loves Allxe. and extracts a promlso from
him that he will not interfere between tho
girl and Metro. Francois goes to Italy
as secretary to Pietro. Queen Hortense
tilans the escape of her son Louis

by disguising him and Marquis
Zappl as her lackeys. Francois takes
Marquis Zappl's place, who Is 111, In tho

scape of Hortense and Jxuls. Dressed
as Louis's brother Francois lures tho
Austrians from the hotel allowing the
prince and hli mother to escape. Fran-
cois Is a prisoner of tho Austriahs for
five years In tho castle owned by Pietro
In Italy. He discovers In his guard one of
Pietro's old family servants.

CHAPTER XIV. Continued.
A person of moro Iraportanco than

Battleta had fallen under tho spell of
Francois" personality. Tho governor
himself had been attracted by tho
young Frenchman. Tho governor,
Count von Gersdorf, was a vain,

brilliant Austrian, at odds
with tho world becauso ho had not
risen further in It. Ho was without
society In this mountain fortress ot
his, and longed for It; ho had a fine
voice and no ono to sing to; ho liked
to talk and had no ono to talk to.

r Francois, with hie ready friendliness,
with his gift of finding good in every
one, with his winning manner and
simplicity which had tho caso of so-

phistication, was a trcasure-trov- o ot
Amusement to the bored Austrian.

Things stood so with the prlsonor
ut tho tlmo of his discovery of tho
identity of his Jailer and ot hie jail.
The governor at that time was away
on a visit to Vienna, looking for a pro-

motion; he camo back elated and
good-humore- d in the prospect of n

hango within tho year. But tho heart
of Francois sank as ho thought what
iho change might mean to him.

" 'Some day a marshal of France un-

der another Bonaparte, " ho said to
hlmBelf ono day, staring through the
bars at his window he called the sky
so. He smiled. "But that is nothing.
To help place my princo on tho throne
of Franco that Is my work my life."

He talked aloud at tlmce, as prison-
ers come to do. Ho went on then, in
a low vplce.

"If there were good fairies, if I had
throo.wlshes; Allxe the princo made
'emperor--Franco- is Beaupro, a marshal
iof Franco." Ho laughed happily. "It
:1s child's play. Nothing matters ex-

cept that my Hfo shall do Its work.
lEven that Is so small; but I havo a
great dcslro to do that I bellovo I
shall do that I know It." And ho fell
to work on a book which he was plan-
ning, chapter by cbaptor, In hie brain.

But, if ho wero to escape- - ever, the
chance was increased infinitely by tho
going back and forth to the governor's
room. A now governor might keep
.nlm shut up absolutely. It had been
so while the count was away; then he

Jhad been ill, and tho lieutenant In
command would not let a doctor see

thlm till ho becamo delirious; that was
the ordinary treatment of prisoners.
Francois, thinking over these things
on a day, fell with a sudden accent
on tho steady pueh of his longing for
freedom, tho conviction that he must

' It Was Whispered Quickly.

Tiet free before tho count loft, else op-

portunity and force for tho effort
would both bo gone forever. And on

.that day Battlsta brought in his mid
day meal with a look and a manner
which Francois romarked.

"What is it, Battiata?" ho asked
softly,

The man answered not a word, but
turned and opened tho door rapidly
and looked out. "I thought I had loft
;tho water-pitche- Ah, hero It Js I

am stupid," he spoko aloud. And then,
finger on lip dramatically, he bent over
'tho young man. "My eon-Mh- o little
"Battlsta haa had a letter. Tho young
'mnfttnr wtrihna him to come to him In

. .- - ... I.I.A tin l -- !.. I..
H TuuCe, iw uurvu tuui. m-- id kuiu& iu
wo days."

ItMvas whispered quickly, and Bat
ista stood erect.

sjnHefi
tH.t Tho signor'8 food will get ,coid if

Woslgnor docs not eat it," Uo upoko
ffly. "I do not like to tarry good
Vpr prisoners who do not appro- -

c&vtardly" 'hwiac Ue

surly tones, had his hand on Battista's
arm, was whispering back eagerly.

"Whoro does ho go, in FrancoT"
"To Vieques," tho low answer camo.

Francois sank back, tortured.
Going to Vlcquos, tho Uttlo Battlsta!

From Castlofortol And he, Francois,
must stay hero In prleonl Ills soul
vas wrung with a sudden wild home-

sickness. Ho wanted to see Allxe, to
soo his mother, to sco the general; to
seo the peaceful llttlo village and tho
stream that ran through It, and the
steep-arche- d bridge, and tho poppy
Acids, and tho corn I Tho gray castlo
with its red roofs, and tho beech wood,
and tho dim, high-walle- d library, how
ho wanted to see It all! How his heart
ached, madly, fiercely I This was tho
worst moment of all his captivity. And
with that, Battlsta waB over him, was
murmuring words again. Something
was slipped under tho bedclothes.

"Papor penB. Tho slgnor will write
a lottor this afternoon. And tomor-
row llttlo Bnttlsta will tako It."

And tho heart of Francois gave a
sudden throb of joy as wild ae Its an-
guish. Ho could speak to them before
ho died; It might bo thoy could save
him. His hands stole to tho package
under tho coarso blanket. It seemed
as If In touching it ho touched his
mother and his sneothcart and his
homo.

CHAPTER XV.
I

Good News. '
In tho gardon of tho chauteau of

Vieques, whore the stiff, gray etone
vases spilled again their heart's blood
of scarlet and etching of vines; where
tho two stately lines of them led down
to tho sundial and tho round lawn on
ono of the grlflln-supporte- d stone seats
Allxo and Pietro Bat, where Allxo and
Francois had sat flvo years before.

As they sat In tho garden, they had
been going over tho pros and cons of
his life or death for tho thousandth
time. Pietro's quiet gray eyes were
sad as he looked away from Allxo and
across tho lawn to tho beech wood.

"God knows I would givo my life
quickly If I could seo him coming
through tho trees there, as wo ueed to
sco him, mornings long ago, in his
patched homespun clothes."

Allxo followed the glance consider-
ingly, as if calling up tho little, brown,
trudging flguro bo well remembered.
Then she tossed up her head sharply

"Who?" and then sho laughed. "I
shall bo seeing visions next, like Fran-
cois," she said. "I thought It was ho

back in tho beech wood."
"I seo no one." Pietro stared.
"But you have no eyes, Pietro I can

always seo a thing two minutes before
you," Allxe throw at him. "Thoro tho
man."

"Oh," said Pietro. "Your eyes are
more than natural, Allxe.- - You soo In-

to a wood; that is uncanny. Yea, I
seo him now. Mon dlou! ho is a big
follow."

"A peasant from, somo other vil-
lage," Allxe spoko carelessly. "I do
not know him," and they went on talk-
ing, as they had been doing, of Fran-cols- .

And with that, hero was Jean Phjl-lipp- o

Molson, forty now and fat, but
still beautiful in purplo millinery, ad-
vancing down the stone steps between
the tall gray vasce, making a sym-
phony of color with tho rich red of tho
flowers. He held a silver tray; a let-
ter was on It.

"For madomolselle."
Mademoiselle, took it calmly and

glanced at it, and with that both the
footman and tho Marquis Zappl were
astonished to seo her fall to shiver-
ing, aB it in a sudden illness. She
caught Pietro's arm. Tho letter was
clutched in her other hand thruet back
of her.

"Pietro!"
"What Is it, Allxo?" His volco was

quiet as over, but his hand was around
her shaking fingers, and ho held them
strongly. "What Is It, Allxo?"

Sho drew forward tho other hand;
tho letter shook, rustled with her
trembling. "It is from Francois!"

Jean Phillippe Molson having
stayed to listen, ae ho ought not, lift-
ed his eyes and his hands to heaven
and gave thanks in a general way,
volubly, unrebukod. By now tho un-
steady fingers ot Allxo had opened tho
papor, and hor head and Pietro's wero
bent over It, devouring tho well-know- n

writing. Allxo, excited, French, ex-
ploded Into a disjointed running com-
ment

"From prison our Francois dear
Francois!" And thon: "Flvo years,
Pietro! Think while wo have been
free!" And then, with a swift clutch
again at the big coat sleevo crowding
agolnet her: "Pietro! See, seo! Tho
date It Is only two months ago. Ho
was allvo then; ho must bo alive now;
bo is! I know it, Pietro! A woman
knows moro things than a man."

With that sho threw up her head
and fixed Jean Phillippe, drinking in
all this, with an unexpected stern
glance. "What aro you doing hero,
Molson? What manners aro theso?"
Thon, relapsing in a flash Into pure
human trust and affection toward the
anxious old servant: "My dear, old,
good Molson ho is alive Monsieur
Francois Is alive In a horrlblo prison
In Italy! But ho 1b allvo, Molson!"
And with that, a sudden Jump again
into dignity. "Who brought this, Mol-

son?"
Jean Pbllllppo was only too happy

to have a hand in tho joyful cxclto-mon- t.

"Mademoiselle, tho young per-
son speaks little language. But ho
told mo to say to monsieur tho mar-
quis that ho was tho llttlo Battlsta."

Plotro looked up quickly. "Allxo, it
Is tho servant from my old homo ot
whom I spoke to you. I con not Imag-
ine how Francois got hold ot him, but
ho chose a good messenger. May I
have him brought here? He must havo
8flstblng to tell ua."

Allxe, her letter In her hands, strug-
gled In her mind. Thon: "Tho lottor
will keep yeB, lot him come, and wo
can read It all tho bettor after for
what ho may toll ue.v

So Molson, having orders to produce
at onco tho said little Battlsta, retired,
much excited, and returned shortly
but not so shortly aB to havo omitted
a fling of tho great news into tho
midst of the servants' hall. He con-

ducted, marching bohlnd him, tho llt-

tlo Battlsta, an enormous young man
of six feet four, erect, gravo, stately.
This dignified person, saluting tho lady
with a doop bow, dropped on ono kneo
boforo his master, his eyen full of a
worshiping Joy, and kissed Ms hand.
Having dono which, he arose silently
and stood waiting, with thopo beaming
eyes feasting on Pietro's face, but
otherwlso decorous.

First tho young marquis said somo
friendly words of his great pleasure In
seeing his old servant and tho friend
ot his childhood, and tho big man
stood with downcast oyos, with tho
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color flushing hie happy face. Then,
"Battlsta," asked the marquis, "how
did you get tho letter which you
brought mademoiselle?"

"My father," answered Battlsta la-

conically.
"How did your father get It?"
"From tho slgnor prisoner, my slg-

nor."
Allxo and Plotro looked at him at-

tentively, not comprehending by what
means this was possible. Pietro, re-
membering tho little Battlsta of old,
vagnoly remembered that he wae

of Initiative in speech. One
must pump him painfully.

"Was your father In the prison
whero tho slgnor Is confined?" Allxo
asked.

Tho llttlo Battlsta turned his eyes
on her a second, approvingly, but
briefly. Thoy went back without delay
to their affair ot devouring tho faco
of his master. But ho answered
promptly. "Yes, slgnorlna; ho le there
always."

"Always?" Pietro demanded in
alarm. "Is Battlsta a prisoner?"

"But no, my slgnor."
"Whnt then? Battlsta, try to tell

us."
So adjured, little Battlsta made a

violent effort. "Ho Is onp of tho Jail-
ors, my slgnor."

"Jailers? For the Austrians?" The
faco of tho marquis took all tho Joy-

ful light out ot tho faco of llttlo Bat-
tlsta.

"My slgnor," he stammored, "It
could not be helped. Ho was thoro. He
knew tho castle. They forced him at
first, and and it camo to bo so."

"Know tho castlo!" Plotro repeated.
"What castlo?"

Battista's eyes turned to his Mas-

ter's like thoso of a faithful dog, trust-
ing but not understanding. "What cas-

tle, my slgnor? Castelforte tho slg-nor- 's

own casHe what other?"
A sharp exclamation from Allxe

summed up everything. "Your castlo
is confiscated; they use It as a prison.
Francois Is a prisoner thero, Plotro!
All these years In your own homo!"

"I never dreamed of that," Plotro
spoke, thinking aloud. "Every other
prison In Austria and Italy I havo tried
to find him In. I never dreamed of
Castelforto."

At tho end ot tho Interview tho llttlo
Battleta put his hand Into his breast
pocket and brought out another letter,
thickly foldod. Would mademoiselle
have him Instructed whero to find tho
mother of tho slgnor prlsonor? Ho had
promised to put this into hor own
hands. Ho must do it before he
touched food. '

And Jean Phillippe Molson, who had
lurked discreetly back of tho nearest
stono vaso, not missing a syllable, wae
given orders, and tho hugo llttlo Bat-
tlsta was sent oft up tho stono stops
between tho scarlot flowers, up tho
Velvet slope ot lawn, In chargo ot the
purplo ono.

Half an hour later tho general.
walked up from tho vlllago, walked
lowly, thoughtfully through tho boech

wood, hie faco hardly older than when
ho had como to Vieques, but stornor
and sadder; his still soldiery gait less
buoyant than It had been five years
ago.

Ho saw Allxo and Pietro coming
Joyfully toward him, running light-heartedl-

calling to him with oxclted
guy voices. It stabbed tho gonoral'a
heart; a quick thought camo of that
other who had been always with them,
now dead or worse, of that other whom
these two had forgotten. And with
that they wore upon him, and Allxo
wae kissing him, hugging him, push-
ing a lottor Into hla hand, up his
eleovc, Into his faco anywhero,

"Father good news tho beat nowa
almost tho boat! Father, bo ready

for the good nows!"
'Tarn ready," tho general growled

( Impatiently. "What is this , foolery?

Sabre do bolsl What is your nows,
then, you silly child?"

And Allxe, ehnklng very much, laid
hor hand on his cheek and looked
earnestly Into his eyes. "Father,
Francois is nllvo!"

For nil his gruff self-contr- tho gen-or-

mado tho letter an excuse shortly
to sit down. Queer, that a man's knees
should suddenly bend and givo way
becauso of a thrill of rapture In a
man's psychological make-up- ! But the
general had to sit down. And thon
and thero all that had beon cxtractod
from llttlo Battlsta was rehearsed, and
the letter read over from start to fin-

ish.
"But ho Is alive, father! Allvo!

That Is happiness enough to kill ono.
I never know till now that 1 feared ho
was dead."

"Alive yes! But In prison In that
devil's holo of an old castlo!" And
Allvo looked at Pietro and laughed,
but tho general paid no attention. "Ho
must bo got out. Thero Is no tirao to
waste. Diablo! Ho 1b perishing in
that vllo stable! What was that tho
lad said about tho doctor's speech,
that only a long sea voyage could savo
him? Ono must get him out, mon dleu,
quick!"

Allxo her hnnd on his arm, put her
head down on it suddenly and stood
so for a moment, her faco hidden.
Pietro, his hands thrust deep in his
pockots, looked at the general with
wldo gray eyes, considering. With that
Allxo flashed up, turned on tho young
Italian, shaking her forefinger at him;
her eyes shone blue fire.

"That Is for you, Pietro. If we
should loso him now, Just as wo havo
found him! Now Is the tlmo for you
to show If you can bo what is bravo
and strong, aa Francois has shown. It
Is your castlo; you must savo him."

PIotrq( looked at tho girl, and the
color crept through his cheeks, but ho
said nothing.

"Allxo, my Allxe," her father put an
arm around her. "Ono may not de-

mand heroism as if it wero bread and
butter. Pietro will not fall us."

"Allxo always wished mo to bo bril-

liant Hko Francois," Plotro spoko
gently. "But I never could."

"Yet, Pietro, It is Indeed your tlmo,"
Allxo throw at him eagerly. "Francois
must bo rescued or he will die."

"Yes," Pietro answered quietly.
"Francois must bo rescued."

Ho waB silent a moment, as if think-
ing. His calm poised mind was work-
ing swiftly; one saw tho Inner action
In tho clear gray eyes. Tho general
and Allxe, watching him, saw it.

"I think 1 know how," ho said.

CHAPTER XVI.

The Stone Staircase.
Battista's prisoner stood at tho

barred window high up tho steep side
of the castlo and stared out wistfully
at tho receding Infinity ot blueness
his meadow. In tho threo months
since his lotter had gono to France, bo
had grown old. Tho Juices of his
youth seemed dried up; hie eyes wero
bloodshot, his skin jellow; thero was
no flesh on him. Tho waiting and
hoping had worn on him more than
tho dead level of tho hopeless years
before. There was a new tenseness
In tho llghtly-bull- t figure, oven In the
long, delicate, strong fingers. Tho
prisoner had caught a whiff of the air
of homo and was chokipg for a full
breath.

"You ore not well, my friend," said
tho governor. "Tho doctor must seo
you."

But Francois refused lightly and
laughed and foil to singing an old peas-
ant song of France which ho had re-

membered lately; ho got up on tho
table and droned It to an imaginary
fiddle which ho protended to play after
the manner of old Jacques Arno, who
played for dances In Vieques. And tho
governor wnB taken with a violent
fancy for It. He roared at it, and sang
It over in fragments till he had learned
it, and then ho Bang It and roared
again and slapped his knee; there --was
a droll comedy In Francois' rendering
also, not to bo explained and tho
count said that Francole must como to
his rooms tho next night for dinner
and sing him tho song again and also
listen to a new ono ot his own.

So Francois was taken down the
stono staircase and conducted to the
two rooms which were tho governor's
suite. Ho know them well, for ho had
dined many times with tho count. But
tonight ho was loft alono a few mo-

ments In tho outer room, tho living-roo-

while tho govornor was In tho
bedroom, and ho looked about keonly
with a strained attention which grew
out ot tho suppressed hopo of escape.
Who know what bit of knowledge of
tho castlo might bo vital, and who
know how soon? Ho noted tho swords
and pistols hanging on tho wall, and
marked a light snbor whoso scabbard
was brightly polished as It tho blade
also wore kept In good order. On tho
tablo ho saw tho flint and stoel with
which Count von Gersdorf lighted his
plpo; ho' stepped to tho window nnd
bent out, scanning tho wall. A stono
coping, wldo onough for a man's foot,
but llttlo moro, ran, four feet below;
ten feet beyond the window it ended
In tho roof ot a shed, a sloping roof
whoro a man could drop down, yes, or
oven climb up with oaso. A man, that
1b, who had climbed when a boy as
Francois had cllfnbcd llko a cat for
certainty and lightness. But what
then, whon ono was In tho courtyard?
It wae walled about with a stono wall
sixteen feet high; theso old ancestors
of Plotro, who had built this place, had
plannod well to keep Plotro'a-- friend In
prison.

So Francois, not hopeful ot a sortlo
by that point, drew In his head from
tho opon wlpdow and took to examin-
ing tho walla of tho governor's room
Thero wore throo doors ono from the
hall by which ho had como, ono be-

hind which he now hoard tho count

Vrapvfnri'in''hlB bedroom, find it third.
inp couru iinu gone mrouirn tula last

'door ono night a month before, into a
dark, winding, stono atalrcaeo, and dis-
appeared1, for throd) t minutes, and
brought un a bottle of lwondcrful wlno.

"A flno stVck th(iy put down thoro
tho Italians ',who ruled hero fr olght
hundred-od- d years," ho had BalkJ. "I've
lowered it a qlt. A good spacloufl, wlno-cell- ar

and grahd old wlno. You Vvlll bo
tho bettor for n llttlo." And Francois
had watched him as ho put tho iirass
key back on the chain which hung
from his bolt.

At tills point of memory tho bed-
room door opened, and tho governor
camo out, In groat good humor ahd
ready to cat and drink as became tn
Austrian soldier. Tho dinner wrte
brought In, but Francois, for nil hla
efforts to do his patt, could not swall
low food, or very llttlo. Tho fever, tbe
unrest burning In him, mado It lmpos-- '
slble. Count Gersdorf looked at him
seriously whon dlnnoti wnB over; as
yet Fraucols, talking, laughlng, sing-
ing, had eaten not over half a dozen
raouthfuls.

"Certainly you aro not well," he eald.
"I think tho doctor should bco you."
And thon he nodded his head and Jils
small eyes gleamed with a brilliant
thought. "I know a mcdlclno better
than a doctor's." Ho stood up and his
fingers were working at tho chain of
keys nt his belt Francois watched
them and saw tho thin, old, brass koy
which ho slipped off. "A bottlo of
wlno of our Italian ancestors yours
and mine, Beaupro" tho count
chuckled "that will cure you of your
ills for this evening at least." Ho slid
tho key into tho lock and said, half to
himself, "My little brass friend never
leaves tho belt of Albrocht von Gers-
dorf except to do him a pleasure, bless
hlml" And then, "Hold tho candlo
Beaupro well, como along down It
can do no harm and I can't manage a
light and two bottles."

So Francois followed down tho twist
cd, headlong, stono etnlrcaso and found
himself, after rather a long descent,
holding tho lamp high, gazing curious
ly about tho walls of a largo stono
room lined with Bhelvcs, filled with
bottles. ,

"A show, isn't it?" tile Count von
Gersdorf demanded. "Hero, hold tho
light on this side," nnd ho went on
talking. "Tho wlno is so old that I

think It must havo been stocked be-

fore tho time of tho laet lord ot the
castlo."

And Francois, holding tho light, re-

membering Zappl, thought
so too. The count pointed to n square
stone in tho wall which projected
slightly, very sllghtly.f

"That Is the door to a secret stock
of some sort, I havo always thought,"
ho said. "Probably somo wonderful
old stuff savod for tho coming of ago
of the heir, or a great event ot that
eort. I wish I could get at It," and ho
stared wistfully nt tho masslvo block.
"But I cannot stir It. And I don't let
anyone but myself down here not I."
Tho count turned away and they
mounted tho two stories of narrow
steps, for tho governor's rooms were
on tho second floor, and tho staircase
ran from It between walls, down un-
derground. "Tho old chaps must havo
thought a lot of their wlno to havo tho
collar connect directly with their own
rooms for Battlsta tells mo theso
wero always the rooms of tho Za of
tho lords of the castle," the governor
explained.

And to Francois, considering it, the
fact seemed an odd one. nd then
tho governor sot to work drinking
Pietro's wine, and llttlo thought, as
ho urged It on his prisoner, how much
moro right to it the prisoner bad than
he. It was a wonderful old liquid,
full of a strange dim sparkle, and of
most exqulslto bouquot. As ho drank
It Francois silently toasted its owner
on his return to his own again. He
took so llttlo as to disgust tho gov-

ernor, but It put fresh life Into him,
and when at last he could lenve tho
count, who was by that tlmo moro
than fairly drunk, ho wont up to his
cold prison under the roof quieter and
more at peace than ho had been for
months.

CHAPTER XVII.

A Loaf of Bread.
Tho next morning Battlsta came in

with a manner which to tho observing
oyo of his prisoner foretold distinctly
Borne event. Ho talked more than
usual, and moro gruflly and loudly, but
at lost, aftor wandorlng about the
room somo minutes, all tho tlmo talk-
ing, scolding, ho Bwoopcd on Francois

BOTH PERSONAL AND SOCIAL

Items of More or Less Interest That
Concern the Doings of the

"Best Families."

Tho engagement Is announced ot
Miss Tufflo Show, daughter of Mrs.
Hoalelgh Show, to Mr. William Mar-
tingale Yuccloss, only eon of Mr. and
Mrs. Worsen Yucoless.

Mr. Worsen Yucoless, by the way,
comes ot a good old family. They
havo always beon fashionable Hla
uncle, G. How-Wurse- n Yucoless. Is an
Intellectual man, having written tho
society notes for n fashion papor near-
ly a whole season. And his son, Mar-
tingale, onco took a prizo at a horse
show.

It Is rumored that MIbs Tootoo Kyi-lin- g

has broken hor engagement to
Mr. DedlelglK Bohr. But Dedlolgh
seemed qulto chcorful last Saturday
at his club. ,

It Is whlspored that tho F. Spond-ing-Sponda-

aro not so hnppy togeth-
er as thoy might bo. Our readers
will remember that Mrs. Spendar was
tho charming Miss Freeks, a noted
hello of Boston. Mr. Spondar 'b moro
than attontlvo to Mrs Jimmy Over-
load, while Mrs. Spondar Is constantly
aoen with tho young duko ot Borro
and ICcapo. He com.a of an ancient
family. A greater (.art of this last
season ho was a visitor at Koopon
Cllfta, tho summer homo of tho F.
Sponding-Spondara- .

Mrs. Leoda Thegang U preparing

nnd thrusfia ttilck paporMnto hlfl'coai
and at thVeume instant his heavy left
hand was over Francois' mouth.

"Not a word," ho whiaporcd, and
then "Tho loaf of bread."

Francois, struck dumb and blind,
turned hot and cold, and his ehaklnz
hnnd in his coat pocket clutched tho
lotter.

But Battlsta prodded him with bis
hard foreflngor. "Bo careful," ho mut-
tered, nnd then again, "Tho bread"
with n sharp prod "Tho loaf of bread"

and the door had clanged. BattlBta
was gono.

A strong man, who had not been
shut away from life, would likely havo
read tho letter Instantly, would In-

stantly havo examined tho long round
loaf lying boforo him. Francois was
111 and weak and it was tho first word
for flvo jwuTi from his own people,
which lay In his hand; ho sat as If

turned to stone, touching tho paper as
uf that wore enough; ho sat perhaps
Blfteon minutes.

Thon suddenly a breathlesaness
oamo over him that something might
h'appen boforo ho could read It this
writing which, whatevor it should say,
mWnt Hfo and death to him. Taking
carre not to ruBtlo tho paper, deaden-ln- g

tho eouud under his bedclothes,
ho rrend It, kneeling by tho bed. It was
four! letters from hl3 mother nnd
Alex'p and tho general and Pietro;
but the first three were short. Ho felt,
Indeed, reading them, that no words
had beon written, that only tho. arms
of thoi people ho loved had strained
about him and their faces laid against

The Count Pointed), to .a Square Ston
In the Wa'll.

his, and that so, woVdlcssly, thoy had
told him but ono thlfag their undying
love. Woak, lonely, hls lntonso tem
perament stretched to the breaking
point by the last throA monthB of fear
ful hopo, It was mora than he could
bear. Ho put the papWs against hU
cheek and his head dropped on tho
bed, and a storm of tears tore his soul
and body. But It wbb dangerous; ho
must not bo off his guard; ho remem-
bered that swiftly, and With shaking
Angers ho oponed Pietro's letter
Pietro's letter which, jollowed and
faded but distinct yet, lr tho small
clear writing, la guarded oday with
thoso other letters In tho , mahogany
desk In Virginia.

"My dear brother Francois1' the let-
ter began, and quick tears ca'me again
nt that word "brother," which, said so
much. "My dear brother Frnncols
this 1b not to tell you how i have
searched for you and never forgotten
you. I will toll you that when. I sec
you. This Is to tell you how to get
out of that house of mlno whldh has
held you as a prisoner when you jpugbt
to have been Its welcome guest vhon
Italy Is freo wo will do that ovorj but
wo raUBt get you free first Franfcols,
I am now within five miles of you- -'

Tho man on his knees by tho prison
bed gasped; tho letters staggered Vbo--

foro his eyes.
"I am living on a ship, and 1 wni

explain how I got It when I see you, t
a few days now, Francois. Every nlgnt
for a week, beginning with tonlgh
thero will bo a person watching fo;

you In Riders' Hollow, from midnight
till daylight Aftor that wo shall g
away for two weeks ap as to avoid glv
lng suspicion, and then repeat tho ar
rangement again every night for
week. You do not know Riders' Hoi
low, and It is unnecessary to tell yov
moro about it than that It is a lonel;
placo hidden In trees, and supposod V.

bo haunted by ghosts of men on horse
back; tho peoplo about will not gc
thero for lovo or money oxcopt 07
broad daylight

(TO UE CONTINUED.)

for an active social season. Sho la
now visiting her aiater, Mrs. P. do
V. Blaseo Rounders. Their charming
cousin, Mrs. McEvoy Ondek, returns
from Europe Saturday on tho Nausea

or Is it tho Crown Prlncossen von
Gottor Damerung? Tlmo will tell.
Life.

There Are Wars and Wars.
As ono glances over the pages ot

history, ono finds wars, It 1b true,
which aro blots upon tho records ot
man; but ono also finds wars without
which tho world would havo been in-

comparably tho pooror that wo could
never havo dono without them. And
one also perceives to his astonish-mon- t

If ho Is a "practical man," that
tho wars which havo been gigantic
blunders and crimes bavo all beon
wars for the attainment of practical
ends, llko territory, or markets, 01
wealth, while the wars which the
world could not have dono without
havo nil been wars for abstract prln
clples, for boilers, for religions, tot
mad dreams nud seemingly Impossible
hopos. Tho world could well sparo tho
conquests of Napoleon, because the
ware wero merely fop Napoluwi; but
tho world could not sparo tho martial
conflicts surrounding and realizing thn
French revolution, becauso It was 1

war for thoso abstract and senslbU
abaurdltloa, liberty, equality and fra
ternlty. Wo could well spare th
Mexican war, which waB a fight fo:
territory, but wo could not at all gel
along without tho CIrll war, whlclt
was & war for man. Tk Atlantic

T!
Their Bull LIvbb. M

"Itfch wamon havo no real Joys."
"No; tho etores nover have a clear

lng ealo of diamond necklaces." -

Don't buy water Tor blulnp. Liquid blue 1?
almost all water, lluy Kod Cross Ball Ulue,
thobluo that's nil blue. Adv. ,

A good guesner Is generally n man
who prides himself on his superior
Judgment.

Dean's Mcntlinhtcd Cough Drops workif.
wonders in overcoming serious coughs
and throat irritations 5c at Druggists.

Many a theory that isn't sound
makes a lot of noise. 1

Putnam Fadeless Dyes color moro
goods than others. Adv.

Generating hot air is easier than
getting up steam.

WOMAN WOULD

NOT GIVE UP

Though Sick and Suffering; At
Last Found Help in Lydia

E. Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound.

Richmond, Pa. " When I started
taking Lydia . Pinkham's Vegetable

Compound I was in aI''."...!,' II J ft)' ' '

dreadfully rundovvu
state of health,
had internal trou-
bles, and was so ex-

tremely nervous and
prostrated that if I
hod given in to my
feelings I Would
have been in bed.
As it was I had
hardly strength at
times to be on my

feet nnd what I did do wa3 by a great
effort. I could not sleep at night and
of course felt very bad in tho morning,
nnd had a steady headache.

"After taking the second bottle I no-

ticed that the headache was not so bod,
I rested better, and my nerves wero
stronger. I continued its uso until it
mado a new woman of me, and now I
can hardly realize that I am able to do
so much as I do. Whenever I know any
woman in need of a good medicine I
highly praise Lydia E. Pinkham's Veg-

etable Compound." Mrs. Frank
Clark, 3146 N. Tulip St, Richmond,Pa- -

Women Havo Been Telling Women

for forty years how Lydia E.Pinkham'a
Vegetable Compound has restored their
health when suffering with female ills.
This accounts for tho enormous demand '
for it from coast to coast. If you aro
troubled with any ailment peculiar to
women why don't you try Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound? It
will pay you to do so. Lydia E. Pink-ha- m

Medicino Co., Lynn, Mass.

TILTING TABLE FRAME COMPLETE
WITH SAW

inch

24 $16.00

26 16.50

28 17.00

'Bfrs IMS-""- " AU 130 17.50

SAWS
24 inch $3.90

26 " 4.50

28 " 5.10

"tW 30 " 5.70
MANDRELS, S3.00 AND UP

gSaasWB
POND ICE SAWS

S2.50ANDUP J
AMERICAN SAW & TOOL WORKS
I4th ST. & WESTERN AVE., CHICAGO

AMBITIOUS MEN
Now doing well but wanting
larger earnings will ask about
our proposition towagon sales-
men. We want a steady, gentle-
manly representative in every
county. Hundreds have grown
oloVand prosperous in the
service. No experience neces-sar- y

"Down and outers" not
wanted. Write for particulars.
Dr. Ward's Medical Company

Perk, E. WINONA, MINNj

TherArmy of
Constipation
Is Growini Smaller Erery Day.
CARTER'VS LITTLE iELfek
LIVER PILLS are
responsible J- - they timnoi oniy give rellet MinADTPP!;mcy perma

iiiPV7'in lM 1 Inently cure C01L

itipttion. Mil V' HIVCK
lions uso.
them for
Biliomoen, Hr My ll.w v-
luUtcituo, Sick Ueiditle, S.Ilow Skk.
SMALL PILL.SJJA1L DOSE, SMALL PRICE.'

Genuine miut bear Signature

s4&z'?&?zrz

Removes I! Ursa I Enlargements,
Thickened. Swollen Tissues,
Curbs, Fllicdl Tendons. Sore-
ness from ayUJrulso or Strain
Stops Spavin LirtieneH. Allayipain.
Doci not Wist, Vremove the hair or
lay up the liort. $2.00 a bottle,

ueuvcreu. uook 1 iv ie.ABSORUINE, JR.M.e antiseptic lini-

ment for mankind. ForSfWovltis, Strains, '

Gouty or Rheumatic dtiWlts, Swollen,
Painful Varicose Veli Will tell you
more if you write, ft an per bottle at
dealers or deln ered. Mani&Vtured only by
W.F.YOUNO.f.D.F.,JIOTia!tti'brnolltld.MtM,

Bwt 0 jib Sjrap. Tum Ohp um JhvU,Ut. Sou tj Drwtirt
KcTu:frMiMJJKTvMM
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